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Woe.! Brinkman. ?r.. heairl of the c;scortry, he
retiree to the d.-p'h- s of Ms bookshop anc1 Laughed,
consumed!'.

"Ach Himmel"' he i'aoupr.!.. "1 know that
mound; I discovered it once myself! It is the
embankment of the old Comstoch rr.nl but shall
I ia.- - so? Ach, no! Let him dig:"

whatever Brml.ruan, Sr , :sight talok of
th relic hunters, his son stuck by the Professor.
Ho was loyal, not so much in she inttreita of the
Asnof lean Indian, but bo-r.us- c- the idea had oc-ur:-

to h;m that in :h:s direction there Say a
vasae chance cf glory. If he, Shrimpy, co.ild un-

cover to the light cf day some sort of relic, tho
gang might talc notice of him. He know that
JIji.r.T Morrison, wb-:- n discovered an Onor.- -

csga pipe bow!, was treated ar, a hero and allowed

turni-- it over and over in his fascinated mind un-
til it possessed him completely. It was loo big to
grapple wilh alon5; he ccuhl not hold it he must
phare :t with some cue. Ho was so intoxicated
vith his idea that he walked boldly up to Licorie.v
logs and demanded a private int rviev..

"RedJy, too," said Licorice-leg- s ; ' he i my chum
an' he's in what I'm in."

Shrimpy assented, wi';!ing!y. Tkc three of them
Eonght the shelter of the river bridge, under which
was an idea! spot for conspirators deeply shady,
with the brown water slipping softly ever the
Stones at their feet. Here they crouched whilo
ThrimTiy revea'ed his inspiration. At the end of
& minute or two Reddy was rolling on the stones

itresno'islb'e glee and I iccrice-leg- s' b'.cck eyes
were Showing sparks of tire. Shrimpy Brinkman
had become at one hound- a genius tc be reckoned
with. ,

"Oh, Shrimyy!" they chuckled, "how did you
ever happen to think of ltl Do you think you'll
dast to do it, Shrimpy?"

X'plifted by their admiration. Shrimpy felt he
dared do anything; he elaborated his plat to them.

"Thcre''l be one for each of us," he said. "The
other foilers'll be just green when they see ue
diggin' 'em up. an' most likely the P'fcsscr will
cive ma a medal, for I'm to find the ftnst one" the
was careful to explain), "an' then yju fellers c'n
cisoicr ynnrs'

"Oh, cricly!" his heaiero sighed with rapture.
"It'll be gr:.atl"

"O: cciir"'.: you'll
that you'll give 'em bask to tueY" added Shrimpy,
a trifle anxiously.

disciplinarian. While he was considering If h
might not. better run away, miles and miles, a
was helr.g pushed up by the boys behind him np vl
the onen door of the bookshop, where h.
with th other,, a quaking observer of the Profes-
sor's encounter with his rival.

"Us Gotteswillec!" cried Brinkmari when he
saw the relics the Professor prondly dteplxyed..
"You Ami them in that mill-moun- Vy taipos-s- i

hie!"
He examined the relic. ESa axaasemen srejy

until he became apoplectic over 0u water bowl. S

"Vy!" he cried, "xhis bowl Is Aztec! See iho-.- t

Artec plctograph tor atoi Vair did you get htm?
Valr? Nod ia that nefU-aeon- nd imposnihle! "

He stared at the Professor with led-faee- d suspi- -,

cion. Ihn Professor was slightly nonplussed,, iutj
triumphant. .Brinkman r.afcct.ed up the carve. I

atone: hi eyes bulged as he examined It,
"Du lieber Illmmel!" he said, weakly, "this ii

Zunt: How could you find a cereinoulal stone of
the Zunis ia aa Iro.-juoi-s mount'"

Tlie two antiquarians glared at each other, j

Brtwfcaaaa, Sr., was breathlns: hara as be bent ever v

the water bowl
"It is Aztac:" he decJared.
"It is lroqaoisi" retorte! the t'roresuor.
There was a tans. Outside the shop the Profes-cor- 's

fol!owern prereed forvard with interested
grins. Inside, Brinkman, Sr., wrinkled his brow
and puffed out his lips over the beautiful lines of
the water bowl.

"I have seen It before' " he cried, suddenly, and
hastened to tho other end of the shop, where his
precious collection reposed behind glass doors. His
practiced eye swept the sheives. A terrible Ger-
man exclamation burst from him. His Aztec bowl,
his Zuni ceremonial stone, his rare Miami pipe,
were gone!

It was r dreadful moment that followed. The
Teutonic wrath of Brinkman, Sr., filled the shop
mid seered the row of boys outside. It shriveled
the very soul of Shrimpy and sickening
sensation in the stomach pits of Licorice-leg- s and
Reddy. They were convinced that Shrimpy would
drag them into it; he was just the white-livere- d

kind of fellow, they told themselves, that would
do it, and they guessed at what would happen to
them then the Sheriff would get them, most
likely.

"Vat I vant to know is who took my relics?"
Brinkman was thundering under the nose of the
dismayed Professor, when he heard a small voice
at his elbow, saying: "I took them, father."

A mighty relief surged in the hearts of Lieorice-leg- s

and Reddy. Shrimpy had not told on them;
he was evidently not going to, for he stood looking
up at his father in a wan silence which was some

shov r.ff his En ,11 the tray un in Street.
Shrimpy pictured to ;:imse:: the rapture cf digging
up, sty, a ceremonial sion- cf tna Se:,eea3; or
banding it oare'.srr.ly to tht. Proferaor, of leaning
easily on his spade while the gauj crowded cb'.ut
to wonder arid cdmire:

The next Friday the Professor and his disciples
started with unusual eagerness to explore their
r.aw discovery. Tho Professor's determination to
rrove his theory right had been stimulated by the
conduct of his rival, Xsvbo had riood ir. the door-
way of his shop as the expedition passed that

and chuckled, meaningly. His helpers
urged to redoubled effort, swarmed over the mound
all that afternoon, digging, boasting, and ehatter- -

SHRIMPY LEANED OK HIS SHOVEti A3

held which ho oliifchei carefully against his ribs.
Straight to Lico-ice-1-jg- .s' hcune be quickly sped, aud
crept under a certain window from whi-?- two
ctriiip.s v?erc hanging to the grcund. With the
eyea of faith he taw the other end of the strings
attached, as per agreement, to the respective big
t&es of Licorice-leg- s and Roddy. He jerked
thr.-m- . and a suldued "Ouch!" came to h!s ears,
fcllcwed immediately by the faces of hie. fellow
conspirators, locking cown at him, grinning Eiist-ll- y

After cychang'rg a few drsuvatic whispers ti:ey
joined Shtlmpy by wry of th wood-sh- d roof. The
trio crept dcn the irtrect and Trade for the ipen
fluids.

They did sot f.lk much: they felt, in fact, rathe
sutducd. They had r.ever seen the friendly fields
ir. such ghoctly guise before. Tags of rctst swept
before the first brcesc of tha dawn; their reet were
entangled in cobwebs he tvy with '.he dov. : a cow
arose fr'om hor bed ' frn, loomiag up before the
startled three 111: an elephant through tr.e mist.

"I don't see what we come so early for," raid
Reddy wilh a slight quaver.

"Phoo! ain't afiaid," ri Icrted Licorice-legs- .

"It's gctti' h'ghtcr all the time."
Across two more fields and a turnip patch and

the willows came into view, hiding the Professor's
iroq.iois mound. "You go first,'" said Reddy.

But the other two hung br.ck. There was some-

thing r.bcut t!;is business of digging into an Indian
mound in the gnonrly dawn that chille;! their en-

thusiasm. It vas finally decided that Shrimpy
to go first, being the instigator of the ven-

ture, anyway. Shrimp? did net 1'ke II; but hidden
somewhere in his thin frame, he had a touch of
the Spirtar.. He 4tbt his teeth, clutched al the
hulge in his jacket and tur.".ed the corner of the
willows: There was ncth'.n?. so scary about the
mound after all: Reddy produced his shovel and
they took turns at digging. They dug thrc shcl-lo- w

hrles, coveted therp carefully v 1th sod, marked
the places, and looked at each other, grinning.
They .were justified in their pride for most, artistic-
ally they had salted the Professor's Indian mound
with three of the choicest relics from Brinkman,
Sr.'s, famous collection.

That afternoon the Professor started out with
guileless eagerness to make a last search for relics
in the mound. After two or three brushes during
the week with his smilingly sarcastic rival, he was
grimly determined to make his theory good. If
digging could prove the mound of Iroquois origin,
Iroquois it should bo proven. There was a fever-
ish note in his voice when, having arrived at the
mound, he urged speed and industry upon his fol-

lowers. The gang responded light-heartedl- y.

Side by side worked Reddy and Licorice-leg- s and
Shrimpy. The first two seemed consumed with
some secret merriment; they were continually dig-
ging each other in the ribs and giggling. But
Shrimpy, his face flushed with excitement wielded
his shovel in nervous silence.

Suddenly he threw down the shovel, stopped and
then stood up. In his hand he held a curiously
carved piece of pottery. The other searchers
crowded about him. Shrimpy leaned on His shovel
as he had dreamed that he would; he held his find
up nonchalantly but he was speechless at his
own audacity and dizzy on the sudden height of
importance to which he had leaped. His blue eye3
were enormous behind his spectacles; his knees
trembled.

"A carved water bowl!" the Professor cried.
"The finest specimen I have ever seen. My dear
boys! This will prove my theory that the Iroquoi3

e as advanced in the arts as the Zunis! A most
fortunate find, Hans! This will prove beyond a
doubt "

But at this point twin shouts arose from Licorice-ieg- s

and Reddy. 7'hey had discovered treasures,
and they, like Hans, leaned nonchalantly on their
nhovels while they held up to envious eyes a rabbit
pipe and a queerly carved stone.

If the Professor was excited before he was be-

side himself now. He was almost incoherent with
tjje number of things the rabbit pipe and the
carved stone would prove; he recklessly offered a
quarter to the boy who would discover tho next
relic. Thus incited by hope of reward and by a
burning envy, the res'- of the gang fell upon the
mount until it iooked as if an army of wood-chuc-

had chosen it for a tenement house.
But Shrimpy and Licorice-leg- s and Reddy dug

no more. Indeed, Reddy and Licorice-leg- s were
incapacitated for work by their frequent seizures
of laughter, which made it necessary fr-- r then; to
retire behind the willows and lie down. Shrimpy,
wasted no time away from the scene of his success
He strolled about, svelling noticeably, and offering
advice to tho other searchers. His soul expanded
in ihe sortUght of their envy; he put his hands in
".s pickets in imitation of Licorie-lcg- s and spoko
patronizingly when they besc.ughl him to point out
lively Tlior- - in wbich to dig.

"Aw," he sid, "yr.u!'-- ot to ti-1- by tbe f:el of
the ground; 'hat's the wy 1 did."

At the end of the siftfrafton even the rr.cst i;er-shi'e- nt

had throfo ri vr. his . yd In csp.xir and
tne expedition tvrned aoo.-'ward- , for It W22 ad-

mitted bv th': Picfes .or lb A no more relics v ere
to he . Shrimpy- - willed among them n the
he meward way, expatiating glibly on the it.cthod

:u starching for relics. He and RedJy
and, i ' o' lce-leg- s were proudly carrying their
spoils at the hend of tho procession as th y an
prcahci the town, v. hen suddenly U;.i. Professor
StO&pfcd.

"Lot mo take then- - a moment, boys," ho said,
and wrrr.iL'd tre bowl, the pipe, and t'.-- c curious
Eior.e frci:. .their unwilling h:.nds. He dgrteo
ahead of them eagerly. To Shrimpy's hoi re r he
made straight for the shop ol Brinkman, Sr.

Shrimpy turned an agonised look upon his com-

panions in guilt, but they, after the msnrer cf ac-

complices, drew away from him whsri exposure
seemed imminent. Shrimpy saw the Professor din-appe- ar

within his father's shop and his heart sank
in a sickenirg manner. His father was a strong

Hans Brinkman, otherwise known
gang as Shrimpy Brinkman, wasLxi'TUB slow! ccn jced by c. secret sor-

row. Ho was a person cf no conss

quence. Th knowledge cf '.his fact
caused him the keenest suffering. It

was small consolation to reflect that h? had finally,
by silent endurance, become a tolerated niorr.fccr
of Iicorlce-leg- "s "gang." In that gang he had no

sanling, co extinction.
'Mc-s- t every fellow. h reflected, dolefully, bad

something to brag about. Reddy Barlow had bad

appendicitis; could oat ten tea biscuits
at a sitting; Billy Gr;en possessed a father who
wan the Sheriff and had once handed a rr.ar. , Slim
Cannon owned a grat; Curly Bright pit. yea the
jew's-har- p like 2 seraph ard so ras through the
list.

In the dark, thinking it over, fce ofien devised
ingenious situations ard got the keenest, pleasure
from contemplating himself variously cr; e life-ssve- r,

a public benefactor, or possibly a desperately
wlckod man. His blu ey--r shone with inspiration
in these heroic mordents: tut the next mom-n- g he
was more'.y Shrimpy Brinkman, a r.ear-sighte- d,

afcuoby-halro- d, aLrro?. -- chested, solemn little Ger-

man. But there came r. diy alack for the pitfalls
cf human ambition! when Shrimpy fell foul of
a great idea, and ir, his final downfall worked out
his own salvation.

Ther was in Shrimpy's town a Professor Micah
Gic-enloa- f. a tall, sloop-shoulier- pedagogue with
an overweening vanity and a consequent distaste
for rivnlry in his particular role of wire man of
the place. He 'had, nererihlecs, a rival, and a
rival he disliked particularly, in Shrimpy's father,
Brinhman, Sr., was an antiquarian and a scholar,
lie had. a thoroughgoing Teutonic scorn for dab-

blers in any branch of learning. When the Pro-

fessor went In for anthropology, and especially tha
lore of the American Indian, the secrn of "Brink-ma- n.

Sr., became Jove-lik- e. He owned a rather
famous collection of Indian relics, and the Profes-

sor, in choosing his latest fad, was trespassing on
Brinkruan's pet specialty. Relations between the
two middle-age- d scholars became finally rather
strained, of the fact that Brinkman was
continually urging-tb-e Professor to study the fam-

ous Brinkman collection if he would really learn
something about Indian lore. The Professor found
this attitude intolerable. Stung in is vanity, he
determined to have a collection of his own.

Now Shrimpy's town is set In the midst of a sec-

tion rich in legends of the Iroquois: with more
7eal than knowledge the Professor began at' once
to scour the countryside for relics. Being not too
fond of hard work, he pressed into service a dozen
of his grammar school pupils and this is where
Shrimpy and Licorice-leg- s and Reddy Barlow come
in. To these three and to other members of that
gang of which Licorice-leg- s was the guiding star
the Professor was known as Aroowhead Mike, yet
they looked upon his latest hobby with tolerance,
for it frequently meant no lessons on Friday after--noo- n

the day when they all went relic hunting.
On any fine Friday in that autumn the Professor
could be seen with his disciples, rambling over the
countryside, his ancent frock coat flapping in the
breeze, a geologist's hammer in his hand and an
acquisitive light in his eyes.

It was on one of these afternoons that the Pio-fesoo- r

made his first discovery, and Shrimpy was
struck by his great idea. The expedition had wan-

dered far afield; supper time was drawing near
and there was a noticeable waning of Interest in
the ranks. Licorice-leg- s and Reddy Barlow had
waudered ort in the direction of a line of willows
Which bordered the dry bed of a creek. They d

from sight for a time and then appeared,
hastening toward the Professor.

"Oh, Pressor!" they called, "Be'.tcher we've
found an Indian fort or earthworks, er somethin'!
It looks just like the pictures, anyway. It's over
ihere behind those willowa."

They all hurried toward the willows, the Pro-

fessor in the lead. As he approached the long,
grassy mound his race became interested. He ex-

amined the base of the en.bnk merit end rambled
to the top. As he walked along hs ridge b bs-ca-

more and more excited. With the skirta of
his coat fluttering in the wind he finally announced

'to his followers that, they had made a discovery
I of the greatestlimpoitance.' Undoubtedly, he de-

clared,, these iwere ..the . remains of Iroquois earth-
works V

"I Jest" bettcher'.'ii speculated his rollovers, get-

ting their ..imaginations to work, "this is where
Blue Snake fit the;Cayii5a--- ! Bettcfter thri's ar-

rowheads and things, in there, an' inebbe bones!
ifebbe the bones ef Blue Snake himself!"

But, in spite of the excitement, the hour was
so late that it was decided to put off further in-

vestigation until the following Fliday and th&

gang started home stepping high, to spread the
news of the finding of an Iroquois mound.

way not the silence of a boy who intends implicat-
ing half the gang to spread his own guilt thinner.
Reddy and Licorice-leg- s, knowing what they knew,
felt a passionate thankfulness that they were not(
in Shrimpy's shoes.

What with bewilderment and indignation, Brink-ma-n,

Sr., was extremely terrifying, as he stared
down at his son and begged to know why, why he
should have done such a thing.

"I wanted to dig them up," said Shrimpy.
"You vanted to dig you vanted to yon metn

lieber Gott! Did you bury them ia the Professor's
mound?"

Shrimpy nodded. Words were impossible. Ke J

had reached the depths of humiliation. Tho stlig
of the moment lay not so much in fear of the;
heavy Teutonic hand as in the painful way he could
feel that row of staring eyes l ehsnd him. It seemed
to burn into his humiliated back, that concentrated
gaze of the gang. !

Hi3 eyes traveled miserably from the floor to his
frthr:-'- 5 face, and for a moment he vas distracted.!
from his own troubles. Brinkman, Sr., was pur- -

j

r.le with some emotion that ihreater.ed to strangle (jf

bim. He spluttered and gasped and theo fell int-- J

t chair, roaring with laughter. The mighty sound I

r f it filled the shop; it rasped the r.ervas of" ths j

Professor until the only dignified thing left far
him to do was to leave the presence of his mirthful
rival. He stalked out with one look of utter
i.-x- at both father and son. The row of boys
melted away after him. If they had lingered they
would have seen Shrimpy's father with tears ct
laughter in his eyes, looking at his son with a new:

admiration.
"Hans, mein Liebling," he said m press "i

Till an antiquary make out of you yetV
But since he was a Germr.n father, he

his son, dutifully. That mattered little to Shrimpy,'
however. "The chastisement was a singularly Iigh3
one. What remained w'th him was an utter, dir.

mal sense of failure. He had hatched a gorgeous
scheme. Mid it had failed, in the very presence at
the gang.

From his bedroom window later Shrimpy looked!
out on the scented autumn twilight. Half an hour
baforc the gang had been in the Square playing

Their voices had come up ta.

mm, and tho r.uund of Curly Bright' jew's-harp- .'

They had all gone, new. I.hnybe they were sitting
or. the steps of the pon office--, talking; or per-ha- rp

'b-- y had gor.c down to th? shawfy to build
hre aiid ro.ir.t apples. lie shut cis mouth and
winked his blue yes hard behii-- hia t hU glosses.
There was ve:; :o live icr. aic-j- .' Oh,

craihey! What waj that?
c: I.vlC thrown a handful of yebh'ei

again' tbs window. He lou-kc-J cu.. Licorice-- i

Icr auJ Redd-.- - s'oed underneath, grin u in 1

friendly fashion.
"Hi, Shrimpy! co::ie out!" thoy whispered

"We'ie gcin' to have a down by the, mill
Ycu come along an' help r.s coon tho corn, v ih
you, Shrimpy?"

There was a new note in their voice-.- . Thj
spoke as to ;in equal. Shrimpy threw one kg cvei
the window sill preparatory to ccscer-din- by wij
of the trellis.

"1 dunno but I' l yt as son," he Sixid

KE HAD DREAMED THAT H!l

"Oh, sure," they assented; and the three con-

spirators went home to sooner.
The-- week that followed was the hapDiet

Shrimpy B';"tikm?n La:; known. Ke "as
openly taken into fellowship by the t-- most
powerful members o: th gang. Licorice-leg- s

walked with an arm ov&f his shoulder; iiedy
Barlow silewed him to load his dog Spot;,:

the three of ti-e- there existed a mysJerious
secret (bat nearly drove the rest of the gang to
desperation v.ilh envy. Shrimpy's "lrail pink fac--- ;

lost Uf- look oi deprecating wistfnlness; he Rtepped
oat manfully beside the captain of the gang es one
who har. te.U!- - i lut :t:t-- j a propel appreciation ef
himself.

With the first crowing of co.-ks- . on the next
Friday morning, earlier even than the early rlscis
about him, Shriaxpy Brinkman waa oui cf hi bed.
His tciict a of the bricfes. for he had slept in
hi. clothes, in great discomfort, but uph-'- by the
reflection th;it thus slept all heroeF or. tho eve of
perilous undci takings. Yiih great cave he made
his way downstairs and through tho queer shadows
of thi beohshop. The ten ifyii-- 2 an usualness of
the hour and a dav.-nir.- realization of hi own
re ilessness parched his threat and mace his heart
pound horribly. But he did not tur.i back He
slipped out the shop's side door and scuttlet- - down
the street. His jacket bulged over something he

ing. Hardest of them all worked Shrimpy, with
the hope of glory in his heart.

But alas! supper time came and there had been
only two incidents to mark the afternoon; Poddy
Barlow had dug up a sheep's jaw hone, and Gum-dro- p,

not proportioned to manual labor, hnd l een
laid under the willows to recover from what Slip
Hannoa called a "stroke of work." That w:. all;
they had four.d nothing c" Indian cha-act- cr, p--

the ProfessorV ancient rival sti.l lad a handle fir
his scorn.

Yet, when the Professor led them homeward he
cedared he still bad hopes of proving his conten-
tion in regard to the nature of the mound and
would continue the search on th- - following Friday.
Sadly Shrimpy followed among the others. !Ia
had been last to give up the search for relics and
he was bitterly disappointed to he goins home thus
undistinguished, when he had dreamed of tread-
ing triumphantly at their head flaunting at lec3t a.
Seneca, arrowhead. He dragged hiR shovel
disconsolately, and locked with a wistful eye at
Licorice-leg- s. Licorice-leg- s had such a way v.ith
h ; the fellows never played disconcerting joked
oj him; they never said he vcs like a baby lob--ster- !

Just here, at this most depressing moment, the
great idea struck Shrimpy. He was breathless at
the very audacity of his inspiration, and yet he
A . . . "i

ri


